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Author's Notes: 
Depeche Mode's In Your Room 


Though the pet name, "child", is used in this story, all characters are over the age of eighteen 


This Stone. 


The room was a large rectangle. Larger than any whole house he had ever been in. The ceiling had to be at 
least fifteen feet high. There were heavy, wine-colored draperies lining the tall windows on one side of the 
room. They pooled in soft ripples on the floor, pulled aside by heavy black satin cords with long tassels. The 
other long wall had panels painted in a sumptuous cream color. Centered on the wall, there was a large 
fireplace with an ivory marble mantle. A warm, crackling fire burned inside of it. Above it, a portrait of a man 
in a forest green jacket, sitting in a chair with a leg crossed over his knee. That same chair resided beside the 
fireplace, along with its twin and a long ivory divan with high, scrolled arms, all sitting on a large Persian silk 
carpet in shades of rose and cream and blue. There were animal figures making up the border while men on 


horses frolicked in the center. He had found himself studying it several times, discovering something new each 


time. He was lounged across a large, king sized bed which sat high off the marble floor. The black iron bed was 
covered in rose satin tufted pillows and a thick ivory duvet. On either side of the bed, there was a large dark 

wooden chest of drawers upon which sat several candles in black iron candlesticks and holders. Above them, on 
the wall were matching iron sconces. In the middle of the paneled, tray ceiling there was a large, black iron and 


crystal chandelier. On the far wall, there were a pair of heavy, dark wooden, carved doors. 


Around his long neck, what else? A heavy black iron collar with a chain leading to the bed's headboard. At the 
back of it, under his long, chestnut hair, a lock which was fitted with only one, unique key. He lay on his side, 
one elbow holding up his head and the collar. He threw a knee up, pressing his groin against the cool, smooth 


duvet. Facing the door, he patiently waited. 


Sometimes, he waited hours. Sometimes, only minutes. Sometimes, it was after the sun had set. Other times, it 
was just as the sun was casting a hazy, orange glow into the room. Occasionally, he waited all night, only to be 
left alone. The doors, as big as they were, never made a sound when they were opened. The only sound that 
could be heard was the slow, measured clap of His shoes on the marble floor. It took Him seventeen steps to 
cross the room. Never sixteen nor eighteen. Always seventeen. By the fourteenth step, he was off the bed and 


kneeling on the cold, hard floor with his head bowed low and his hands resting, palms up, on his lap. 


Two polished black boots would appear in his field of vision It was only when the toe of a boot very gently 
touched his chin that he raised his head. Above him, He would be smiling down. Deep brown eyes gazed at him 


as His pink lips curled into a grin. 


"Stand, please." His instructions were always clear and concise. He didn't speak very often but when He did, the 
other man found himself captivated by the soft tones and elegant accent. 


He did as he was told but kept his eyes averted and his hands hanging limply at his sides. His hair formed a 
curtain over his downcast face. His Master stood behind him now, very tenderly unlocking the collar. Only when 
He spoke softly, uttering words of admiration and pride, as His hands gathered his hair and pulled it back to his 
shoulders did he dare lift his gaze. Big, warm, green eyes stared straight ahead at the closed doors as he 


heard Him moving the chain and placing the collar down on the bedside chest. 
"Come, child" 


He shivered at the sound of His gentle voice so close to his ear. He gave his Master a smile and then followed 
Him to the armchair by the fireplace. Master sat down and crossed His leg over His knee. He slowly sank to 
the floor, sitting with his back against the chair, giving Master his head to pet as He read from the book. 


He closed his eyes and hung onto every delicious syllable that Master uttered in His calm, dulcet tone. He was 
transported out of the room and into a magical world of lush green forests and fairies. He swore he could 
smell something sweet. Something relaxing. With a soft smile, he deeply inhaled, relaxing against the chair, 
purring when Master's placid hand landed in his hair. 


Master always stopped reading after one chapter. It didn't matter if that chapter was five pages or twenty- 


five pages. He would have been sad when the reading ended if he didn't know what was to come next. He held 


his breath as he waited for the request. 

"Stand, please, and walk over to wait beside the bed. Please keep your head up." 

He obeyed. Quickly, but not too quickly, he pushed himself up and walked back to the bed, turning to watch 
Master. This is when the evening always became much more interesting. As if Master flipped a switch, the 
fire in the fireplace seemed to grow and crackle and the flames on the candles danced and flickered. He 
watched the same flames dance in Master's eyes as He approached. 

"Undress me." 

This always made him smile as it was one of his favorite tasks. He worked quickly to discard Master's jacket 
and shirt before sinking to the floor to carefully unlace His boots and remove them. Then he removed 


Master's trousers, socks, and shorts. The clothing was meticulously folded and laid aside. 


"Very good. Please climb onto the bed with your head at the pillows and lie on your back with your legs 
parted." 


As he carried out Master's instructions, he stole a surreptitious glance at His body. There was nothing about 
it he didn't enjoy. His eyes traveled from Master's lean, powerful legs to His shoulder length dark chocolate 
hair. When Master raised His dark, smoldering eyes, the slave blushed and immediately dropped his gaze. 
"Does my pet like what he sees?" 


"Very much, Master." He replied as he moved onto his back and spread his legs wide. 


Master's touch was electric. His hands knew every curve and dip on the slave's body which would elicit a 


shiver or a sigh. He was always very tender as He coaxed His slave to unfold like a blooming flower. 


He was left stretched out and panting. A thin sheen of sweat coated his skin. Master slowly withdrew, running 
His tongue over His slave's chest as He did. 


"My favorite prize." Master murmured as He gazed adoringly at the slave. "Come, now." 

Master picked up the collar while he slid to the floor and returned to the exact same position he was in when 
Master arrived. In the same spot on the floor, he knelt and lowered his head forward. Master gently locked the 
collar in place and then bent to kiss the slave's head. 


He kept his head bowed as he listened to Master dress and then counted the seventeen steps to the door. 


"Master?" 


"Yes, child?" 


"Will | always be here?" 


